THE SANDS OF URUQ-ADH-DHAHIYA

second your life as well. 'We would show our "face" to
one section of the Sa'ar but not to the other - God is the
All-knowing* - Khuwaitim had said to me as we rode along.

It was Christmas morning as we left behind us the
'alarm' camp (said to lie due north of Wadi Urba) and set
out across what was to prove the loftiest and vastest of all
the sands met with on my journey - Uruq-adh-Dhahiya.
For the first four hours came a succession of mountains,
cliffs and intervening gorges of sand. Our camels, wretched
beasts, climbed arduously to knife-edge summits and
slithered knee-deep down precipitous slopes. Here and
there we turned back for very fear and tried a better way,
and all dismounted to scrabble with our hands in the soft
slopes to make a path for the camels to climb.

As we walked the soft sand came well over our ankles at
each step; shoes would have been out of the question; nor
was riding any comfort for the body must be bent, now
back over the camel's quarters, now forward on the neck>
at acute angles. Alarming too it was to look down a steep
slope of a hundred feet and more where we must pass, yet
our ungainly brutes, resolute and surefooted, braved a
diagonal course across its face, their great pads sinking up to
the shanks with every step, and throwing up clouds of sand
as they were withdrawn.

No horse could possibly negotiate these southern sands,,
even if it could be brought thus far through the waterless
wastes of the borderlands, and for a motor car they would
be quite impassable.

Our toil had its compensations. There were moments
when we came suddenly upon a picture of sublime grandeur,,
an immense and noble plastic architecture, an exquisite
purity of colour, old rose-red, under the cloudless sky and